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1 know not where I am, and I but faintly comprehend
what has happened/ murmured Lothair.

1 You are among friends/ said the Monsignore, in tone5
of sympathy.

t What has happened,' he added, with an air of mystery,
aot unmixed with a certain expression of ecstasy in his
glance, 'must be reserved for other times, when you are
stronger, and can grapple with such high themes.'

' How long have I been here? ' enquired Lothair, dream-
ingly.

(It is a month since the Annunciation/

' What Annunciation ? '

'Hush!'said the Monsignore, and he raised his finger
to his lip. ' We must not talk of these things, at least at
present. No doubt the same blessed person that saved you
from the jaws of death is at this moment guarding over
your recovery and guiding it; but we clo not deserve, nor
does the Church expect, perpetual miracles. We must
avail ourselves, under Divine sanction, of the beneficent
Pudencies of nature ; and in your case her operations must
not be disturbed at this moment by any excitement, except,
indeed, the glow of gratitude for celestial aid, and the
inward joy which must permeate the being of anyone who
feels that he is among the most favoured of men/

From this time Monsignore Catesby scarcely ever
quitted Lothair. He hailed Lothair in the morn, and
parted from him at night with a blessing; and in the
interval Catesby devoted his whole life, and the inex-
haustible resources of his fine and skilled intelligence to
alleviate or amuse the existence of his companion. Some-
times he conversed with Lothair, adroitly taking the chief
"burthen of the talk; and yet, whether it were bright nar-
rative or lively dissertation, never seeming to lecture or
hold forth, but relieving the monologue when expedient by
\a interesting enquiry, which he was always ready in due